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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own The Clash. | originally wrote this when | was like 14 but it was so bad it was actually embarrassing, 


so | rewrote it and now here it is. 


Mick had been watching Joe from the other side of the bar all night. The way he flirted with the blonde next 
to him made Mick want to go up and hit him but he wouldn't actually do anything; he cared about Joe far too 
much to intentionally hurt him. Of course, Mick wouldn't admit he had feelings for the singer. He was a guy 
and it wasn't right for a guy to like another guy in that kind of way. A sudden outburst of giggles from the 


blonde caused Mick to roll his eyes and exhale in an annoyed fashion. 
‘What's so funny?! 


He wanted another drink, but Joe was in the way, and he really wasn't in the mood to hear him sweet talking 


the blonde, who, in Mick's eyes, was clearly a hooker. So there he sat, alone, staring in dismay at the empty 


glasses on the table, wondering why Joe wasn't interested in him and silently cursing everyone and everything. 
Paul and Topper had vanished as soon as they entered the bar, so hanging round with them was out of the 
question and he was debating ditching the pub and Joe and the hooker to wander the streets for a bit. 


‘Maybe I'll get mugged or something, that'll make the bastard worry, won't it? 


He glanced up at Joe and scowled when he saw the hooker stroking his hair and whispering something in his 


ear. 
‘That should be me, not her. What's so damn good about her?! 


All he wanted was for Joe to pay attention to him and him only, which was a little selfish, but he couldn't help 
it. Joe was.. well, he was Joe. He'd liked Joe from the moment they met in that squat in Shepherd's Bush and 
the more time they spent together, the more Mick liked him. Joe had no idea, of course, but Mick didn't have 
the courage to tell him and he was mad at him for not understanding. He wanted to go up to him and shake 
him, yell at him, make him understand, but that wouldn't be fair. He'd come close to telling him a few times, 
but each time he'd chickened out and changed the subject, and seeing him with the hooker destroyed what 
little confidence he had left. Besides, he had to be careful about what he said in front of who; if certain people 
found out he preferred the company of other guys, he could get beaten up and even killed Mick figured he 
probably shouldn't tell anyone. So Joe would never know. Not that he would feel the same, Mick was sure, but 
Mick kept an awful lot to himself and the one thing he felt shouldn't be kept to himself had to be if he wished 
to remain alive and well. Nothing changed in the next half hour; Mick was still sitting alone in a foul mood and 
the hooker still had her hands tangled in Joe's hair. She kept giggling, which only served to piss Mick off even 
more, and the familiar feeling of jealousy buried itself in the pit of his stomach when he saw Joe's hand 
running up and down her thigh. 


‘Why can't | be fucking normal? Why do | have to be a fucking faggot? Maybe it's ‘cos | spend too much time 
with other blokes.. yeah, that's gotta be it. | gotta find myself a girl: 

Mick then realized he'd been staring at Joe's hand rubbing the pale skin of the hooker's thigh. He tore his gaze 
away and found himself staring at Joe's lips around the bottle and the way he ran his free hand slowly 
through his hair and he felt ashamed for getting off on it. He squirmed uncomfortably and crossed his legs, 
begging his erection to go away. And then, finally, Joe noticed him. "Oi, Mick!" He called. "Come ‘ave a drink with 
us!" 

‘Not now, for fuck's sake: 

Mick felt his cheeks getting hot from embarrassment. 

"Nah, |, uh, I'm alright ‘ere." He stammered. 


"What's up with you?" Joe frowned, getting off his stool and beginning to walk towards Mick. 


‘No, oh fuck, fucking hell, not now Joe, fuck off: 


Much to Mick's annoyance, the hooker followed. Quickly, he took his jacket off and threw it over his lap. Joe 
reached the table and frowned. "S'a bit hot in ‘ere, don't ya think?" Mick asked awkwardly. 


"Mick," Joe said slowly, "its the middle of December." 


Mick didn't answer, he was too busy eyeing the hooker. Joe saw him looking and pulled her in front of him. "Oh, 
this is Sheila" He grinned. "Sheila, this is Mick" 


Sheila crouched down so her face was inches from Mick's. She popped her bubblegum loudly and bit her 
bottom lip, where her red lipstick was smeared. "You're cute." She said in an American accent. "Almost as cute 


as Joey here." 
‘Joey? 


Mick looked up at Joe with a raised eyebrow and was about to chuckle and say something stupid along the lines 
of ‘she's quite a girl to make it seem like everything was fine when he noticed Joe had red lipstick round his 
mouth and along his jaw. "You got some stuff." He mumbled, gesturing to his own mouth. 


Joe wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and chuckled when he saw red lipstick on it. Mick could barely 
smell the alcohol on his breath. Joe wasn't drunk, which meant one thing only; he wasn't just fucking around 


with Sheila. Someone called across the bar to Sheila, saying they had to go. 
‘Thank fuck: 


Sheila leaned into Joe and grabbed the collar of his shirt, dragging him down and kissing him roughly. Joe kissed 
her back enthusiastically, running his hands under the thin piece of cloth barely covering her that could hardly 
be called a t-shirt. “Joey baby, | gotta go." She breathed, sucking at his neck 


Mick turned away, his stomach feeling like it had been knotted and his eyes burning from the tears that were 
forming in the corners. "I love you." Joe said, and all Mick could do was stare at the wall and try not to break 


down. 


A strange pressure built up in his chest as the breath left his lungs and he was empty, unable to feel 
anything other than jealousy. He swallowed and got up. "I- | need to- toilet” He decided, heading for the toilets. 


"Mick!" Joe called, but Mick ignored him and pushed through the crowd and into the toilets. 


Inside, he only had a few seconds to himself before Joe burst in, Sheila following him. "What are you doing?" 
Joe asked. 


Mick sighed. "I wanna take a piss, is that alright?" 


Sheila giggled that annoying giggle of hers and Mick turned to her. "You ain't supposed to be in 'ere!" 
Sheila blinked and popped her bubblegum again. "Aw don't be shy Micky, I've seen it all before." She winked. 
‘Micky.. Only Joe is allowed to call me Micky: 


Joe must have sensed that Mick was upset because he told Sheila to wait outside. "You gonna tell me what's 


up?" He asked when they were alone. 


"Why don't you go off with Sheila?" Mick snapped, a lot harsher than he intended. "You sure as ‘ell didn't care 


about me when you ‘ad your ‘ands all over ‘er." 


Joe opened him mouth several times but no words came out. In the end, he said the three words he would 


regret for the rest of his life. "You jealous, Micky?" 


A surge of anger burst through Mick's veins and he clenched his fists. "No." He growled, but it was plainly 
obvious that he was. 


Joe chuckled behind him and put his hand on his shoulder. That was when Mick lost it. He shoved Joe 
backwards, tears blurring his eyesight. "Why'd you suddenly care, huh?" He demanded. 


Joe, startled by Mick's sudden outburst, was lost for words. "Mick, l.. | was only.. | didn't mean." He trailed off 


while Mick wiped his eyes on his sleeve. 


"Ya know what?" Mick snarled. "I don't give a shit what you do. You can go off and catch God knows what from 
that hooker, | don't give a shit. Just go." 


Joe stepped forwards but Mick shoved him again, this time hard enough for him to fall backwards and land in 
a heap on the filthy floor. "JUST GO!" Mick cried. 


Joe stared at Mick, hurt and confused, before getting to his feet. He opened his mouth to say something but 
he didn't get very far as Mick smacked him in the mouth. For a few seconds, Joe looked like he might strangle 
Mick, but instead he turned and left. Mick waited for the door to swing shut before letting out a sob and 
throwing a punch at the wall, which only served to make his knuckles bleed. A few minutes later, he kicked the 
door open and returned to the noisiness of the bar. Sheila was running her hands all over Joe again, but it 
looked like Joe wasn't really paying attention. He had a distant look in his eyes and Sheila kept asking him what 
was wrong. He had a cut on his lip where Mick had hit him and the blood had dripped down his chin and onto 
his shirt. "Joey, baby, what happened?" Sheila whined. 


"Nothin’, just slipped on the floor." 


He caught sight of Mick and he narrowed his eyes. Sheila also saw Mick and put two and two together. "He did 
it, didn't he?" 


"No" Joe replied quickly. "Mick's got nothing to do with this, he didn't do anything” 

Mick sighed inwardly as Sheila stormed over to him. "Why did you hit him?" She demanded 

"Snone of your business" Mick muttered as Joe appeared behind her. 

"Come on, leave it" He pleaded, trying to drag her away. 

Sheila turned around and planted a kiss on Joe's lips. Joe pushed her away. ‘Let me sort this out" He said 
"Aw, Joey baby, | dont want you getting hurt! 

For fuck's sake, stop with the ‘Joey baby’ 


Sheila reluctantly left Joe alone and he and Mick went out the back and stood in the alley behind the bar. 
"What?" Mick mumbled. 


‘lm sorry." Joe said sincerely, putting his arm round Mick's shoulders. "I didn't know." 


Mick didn't reply, just stared at the floor, scraping his shoe through broken glass and splintered bits of wood. 
Joe moved in front of him and placed against the wall on either side of him. Mick couldn't help but look up and 
soon, Joe's lips were on his and their tongues were in each other's mouths. Joe's hands moved so one of them 
was on Mick's back and the other was in his hair. Mick moaned in approval when Joe thrust his hand into his 
pants. Suddenly, the door of the bar swung open and they didn't have time to break apart before someone 
walked out. Joe quickly removed his hand from Mick's pants and they both froze. The guy who had walked out 


was tall, taller than Mick, and twice as wide as most people. 
‘Fuck, l'm fucked, we're fucked! 


But instead of beating them up, like Mick assumed he was going to, he held his hands up and backed away. "| 
didn't see nothin’, alright?" 


Mick and Joe both let out a shaky breath and hurried inside before he changed his mind. Sheila flung herself at 
Joe the first chance she got and Mick was shocked to see Joe didn't push her away. Instead, he embraced her 
and kissed her. Mick didn't listen to what they were saying, he couldn't, he felt like everything had just.. 
stopped. 

‘Did that mean anything to him? Is he just fucking with my head? 


"You bastard” Mick hissed when Joe stopped kissing Sheila long enough to look at him. 


Before Joe could say anything, Mick swung his fist up and hit Joe in the side of the head. It didn't seem to 


bother him, though. "Lemme explain!" He pleaded, but Mick had already barged through the group of people 
gathered in front of the door and out into the cold, night air. 


He stumbled into someone outside and it just so happened to be Paul. "Where ‘ave ya been all night?" He 
inquired, but he saw Mick's glossy eyes and trembling bottom lip and raised his eyebrows. "What's up?" 


Mick shook his head. "Don't worry." 
He began to walk off but the door opening again and Paul's exclamation of "Joe!" stopped him. 


He whipped around and saw Joe glaring at him. "Would ya let me fuckin’ explain?" He yelled, shoving Mick 


backwards. 

Paul stepped back, startled, as Mick dived on Joe and they began kicking and punching each other on the floor. 
Mick managed to get on top of Joe and punched him several times wherever he could reach before someone 
grabbed the back of his t-shirt and Paul was demanding to know what was happening. 

"He's a fuckin’ bastard!" Mick screamed at Joe, lurching forwards but Paul kept a firm hold on him. 


Joe got up off the floor and wiped blood from his nose. "He's jealous." He sneered. “All ‘cos | was talkin’ to-" 


He was cut off as Mick pushed past him and walked off down the street, disappearing into an alley. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Took such a long time to post this as my laptop messed up and deleted everything but here it is. Please tell 
me what you think, | wasn't really happy with it. 


Mick wasn't really bothered where he ended up, just as long as he was away from Joe. He couldn't understand 
how Joe could go back to Sheila after what they'd done outside. When they first met, Mick had thought Joe 
was a decent guy, but now, almost a year later, he was starting to show his true colors. 

‘Well, what did | expect? 

He'd only been walking for a few seconds before he turned into a narrow alley next to a block of flats, sliding 
down the wall next to a dumpster and burying his head in his hands. He 

knew what he expected; he expected Joe to feel the same way and not go off with a hooker, but things rarely 
worked out how he'd like them to and this was just another one of those things. It hurt, though. After Mick 
saw how Joe could go from kissing him to kissing that damn hooker, he knew Joe didn't really care. He was a 
jerk and Mick hated him. No, he didn't. He loved him. He loved him a lot. 

‘| wish | did hate him: 

‘No, no | don't, | love him: 

‘Fuck’ 

‘| love him: 

‘| love Joe Strummer: 

‘No, | fucking hate him: 

‘| don't mean that, | really don't: 

‘Ugh! No wonder he doesn't feel the same way. l'm a mess! l'm more hormonal than a teenage girl! Bloody hell! 
‘Oh what am | doing wrong?! 


‘Everything. | am doing everything wrong' 


‘FUCK! 


He had been sat there quite a while when the wind started to pick up and tiny drops of rain started to fall. All 
he had on was a thin t-shirt and he was shivering a bit so he decided he would head home and deal with Joe 
in the morning. He was walking further into the alley (it was quicker than walking around) when a crunch behind 
him alerted him and he whipped around, staring blindly into the darkness. This far into the alley, it was damn 
near impossible to see, so when a hand brushed against his arm, he jumped. "Well if it aint Mick Jones." A 
voice sounded from somewhere to his left. "Ow you doin’, Mick?" 


Mick recognized that voice; it was the guy who'd caught him and Joe outside the pub. 
‘Oh shit, he's gonna beat me up for bein’ a fag, ain't he? 


Mick couldn't see the guy until he shifted a bit and the light from the streetlight lit up the alley. It wasn't a 
very good light, but it was better than nothing, and now Mick could see the guy staring down at him, a kind of 
evil gleam in his eyes. "So ‘ow's you an’ Joe?" The guy smirked as if he knew what had gone on after. 

Mick chose not to answer; instead, he turned away but only walked a couple of steps before the guy grabbed 
his shoulder and spun him around. "| saw what happened, y'know." He said. "He was with that chick an’ you two 
‘ad a fight." 

"What's it to you?" Mick muttered, trying to walk away again, but the guy's grip on his shoulder tightened and 
he suddenly found himself pressed up against the wall with the guy's hands running under his t-shirt and 
through his hair. 

"Get offl" Mick spat, shoving him roughly away. 

The guy smirked and pinned Mick's arms to the wall before kissing him. "Ugh, stop!" Mick cried, his voice 
muffled, but no matter how much he struggled, he couldn't break free of the guy's grip. "Get off me! Leave 
me alone!" 

"You can do so much better than Joe." The guy purred breathlessly in Mick's ear. "Name's Jack, by the way." 
He began running his hands lower until he slipped one of them into Mick's pants. Mick cried out, terrified, as he 
tried desperately to get Jack off of him. He'd heard stories of women being raped in the alleys around this 
part of London, but he never thought it could happen to a man, and now it was happening to him. Jack ignored 
his pleading and continued to touch him and kiss him until Mick managed to swing his leg up between Jack's 
legs. It didn't have the desired effect, it seemed to make him mad rather than hurt him, and he didn't have a 
chance to run before he found himself on the floor with Jack's foot slamming into his head. He whimpered 
pathetically, seeing stars while Jack stood over him, unbuckling his belt. "| know ya get off on bein’ with other 
blokes, no use pretending ya don't." He growled. "Don't want people findin’ out, now, do ya? So you're gonna 


gimme what | want in exchange for me not spreadin' any nasty rumors about you an' Strummer, alright?" 
‘| don't care who finds out, anything but this! Oh God, make it stop!" 


He was hauled off of the floor and thrown against the wall again and Jack was pressing his erection into his 
ass. Jack kept one hand on Mick's back while he used his free hand to unzip his pants. Mick flung himself away 
from the wall, knocking Jack over as he did, and tried to run again. However, Jack was a lot faster than he was 
and he was soon tackled to the ground again, Jack on top of him, laughing gleefully. "I like ‘em rough, | do." He 
said, turning Mick over onto his back and grinding his crotch against his. "In fact, | prefer ‘em rough, means | 


ain't gotta go easy on ‘em." 


‘No, no, no, this isn't happening: 
"Come on, ya know ya want it!" 
‘No, make it stop, please make it stop, JUST STOP! 


Mick was crying as Jack yanked his pants down and rolled him over on to his stomach again. A million things 
were going through his mind. He was desperately trying to block out what was happening, trying to convince 
himself it wasn't happening, he was fine, he was going to be fine. He wasn't sure how he did it, but he rolled 
back over onto his back and smacked Jack in the nose. It started bleeding and blood dripped all over Mick, going 
in his eyes and all over his face. He quickly pulled his pants up and kicked Jack in the stomach, attempting to 
give himself enough time to get away. Despite his vision blurred by tears, he managed to stumble back 
towards the street. He thought he'd made it, but just as he went to turn the corner, Jack was on him again 
and he couldn't do anything except kick and scream as he was dragged back into the alley. It was dark again and 
he couldn't see what was happening, but he was being punched in the face and kicked in the ribs and kneed in 
the stomach and it hurt so much. 


‘Why can't anyone hear me? Why isn't anyone coming out? 


His head was slammed down into the ground and he screamed and begged Jack to stop hitting him and just 
leave him alone. Another foot to the ribs, two knees to the stomach and a smack in the mouth later, he was 
pinned to the wall again, moaning and sobbing and repeating the same word over and over again "Stop." 

"Aint gonna run off again, are ya?" Jack asked. 


When Jack started to touch him again, Mick didn't have the strength to resist. 
‘Just do what you want, | can't take it anymore, | just can't: 


His throat burned from screaming, his eyes stung from crying, his whole body ached, but none of it compared 
to the pain he felt, both physical and mental, when Jack started pushing himself inside. He gasped in delight 
when he was fully inside and Mick struggled not to throw up. 


‘What have | done to deserve this? What have | done wrong? Please, someone, anyone... 


"Oll LEAVE HM ALONE! A very angry, very familiar, very relieving voice suddenly roared. 

"Joel" Mick gave a strangled cry and turned his head just enough to see Joe sprinting down the alley towards 
them. 

"GET THE FUCK OFF HIM!" Joe demanded, colliding with Jack and and wrapping his hands around his throat. 
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?" 

Mick fell backwards away from the wall and landed in a heap on the floor. He was shaking and breathing heavily 
and he was ready to pass out, but he forced himself to stay awake to watch Jack get what he deserved. Joe 
looked ready to kill Jack, but he only hit him a couple times before Jack pulled out a flick knife and directed it 
at Joe's throat. "Nol" Mick yelled, trying to crawl toward Joe, but he couldn't. 


"Mick, stay there." Joe ordered calmly before turning back to Jack. "Go." He said. "Get out of here, you 
bastard." 

Jack seemed to be debating whether to leave or stab Joe. He eventually decided to leave and he took off, 
leaving Joe free to tend to Mick. "I got you, you're gonna be fine." He whispered, kneeling beside Mick and lifting 
him gently into his lap. "You gotta go to the hospital, you're cut up pretty bad." 

Mick couldn't pay attention, he was slowly losing consciousness, everything was spinning, Joe was saying 
unintelligible things. "I." He wheezed, wincing at the pain in his ribs. 

He wasn't sure what he was trying to say. Maybe ‘| love you. He couldn't find the words, so he grabbed hold 
of Joe's hand before his eyes began to close. The last thing he remembered seeing was Joe's worried 


expression looking down at him. 


